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POETRY : A Magazine of Verse 
VERMILION SEALS 

LIGHT OF LOVE 

Nay, bury her in her cloak; she was not one 
To prison in a coffin. At her head, 
When you have strewn the earth with forest leaves, 
Pile apricots and peaches, apples red, 
Plums, oranges and grapes in one sweet heap — 
There where shall hover breathless-humming bees, 
And birds that taste, then sit and preen their wings. 
And at the foot, I ask that you leave these — 
Her slippers. Then some shepherdess may try 
In vain to put them on; or little fay, 
Knotting her long green hair, steal near to glance. 
So may she know that I forget to-day, 
And think of her as when she used to dance. 

BELATED 

At dusk a fox had run across my path. 
And disappeared with smiling, wicked eyes. 
It was so dark I could not see my way 
Though all the fields were filled with fireflies. 
And every tree had but one thing to breathe 
Among its leaves — the words of an old song, 
"At fifteen even a devil's a thistle-bloom." 
The rice was murmurous as I went along; 
Then in the darkness something brushed my sleeve, 
White hands reached out to touch me in the gloom. 
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